32                             RECOLLECTIONS
BOOK me that I had no liking and little aptitude. In later L days it was my long-enduring regret that I had not
^^ made my way to the bar, with its immense opportunities, its honourable prizes, its fine gymnastic in combined common-sense, accurate expression, and strong thought. But I had no prospects or connections, so I only read for a time in chambers, was called, and purchased wig and gown. I was consoled by assurances that prizes are vastly outnumbered by blanks, and that the average income at the bar is lower than the earnings of the rural labourer. Journalism was left, if I should find that I had the vocation. We promptly cast behind us the lesson that we had just learned from Aristotle about the Sophist being a man who took money for teaching what looked like wisdom but was not wisdom. Journalism is a profession with drawbacks of its own. It is precarious in a sense that does not affect the lawyer, the schoolmaster, the doctor, the clerk in holy orders, the soldier, or the sailor. For the writer routine does nothing: the more it does for him, to be sure, the worse for his writing. Incidents of human life that in other walks are only interruptions, to him may be ruin. If his knack, whatever it amounts to, should cease to please, he starves; if his little capital of ideas wears itself out, he is dispatched as monotonous and tiresome ; if the journal to which he is attached changes hands or changes principles or expires, he too may expire. I say nothing of the temptation lurking in these irregularities for men of defective quality to ill-starred Bohemian ways, that waste priceless time, impoverish character, and as often as not spread long trails of overhanging cloud through life.has not impeded, and the votaries of
